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In The Shadows 


Author's Notes: 
| wrote this piece at the hospital. Not a mental hospital, but still.. ;) 


The Scarecrow lived in a white cozy room at the far end of the hallway. The bed sheets were crisp, one large 


window opened onto a pine forest. 


Here, in the loneliness of his mind, he had ethereal, translucent visions. Giant wings flapped in the darkness 
under the ceiling. Ghostly trains rushed through the room and disappeared in the opposite wall. A phantom of 
an elderly gentleman in a top hat came down from the attic at night, and when the sun touched the tips of 
the fir-trees there was blizzard in the cracked mirror over the sink. 


The visions talked to him. Voices like a rustle of dry leaves, they whispered about music, and devil, and fury. 


Some of them taunted him, some drew pictures of a glorious future. Some wanted to have his soul. 


Sometimes he saw shadows. White and transparent, they glided like fog, and he couldn't make out what they 


were saying. 


One of them had dark hair and a face that reminded the Scarecrow of something his crumbling mind couldn't 


name. He called it Good Memories, although he didn't know what they were anymore. 


Sometimes, in the evening, the shadow would stay for long enough to intercept his visions. It was no use, it 


would just sit there at the Scarecrow's bedside and see neither black wings nor phantom trains. 
"Jens, you coming?" 


The shadow would lean down to kiss his forehead, light as a dream. A cool hand on his cheek, a puff of air. 
Then it would get up awkwardly and leave. 


